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What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there. 

Then with direction*} to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 

North. Hauc you forgot the Duke of Herford , boy ? 

H. Per. No my good Lord for that is not forgot 
Whichne’reldid remember, to my knowledge 
1 neuer inmy life didlooke on him,. 

North. T hen learn c to know him now, this is the Duke. 
H. P. My gracious Lord, I .tender you my.ferui.ce, 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder dajes (hall ripen and confirme 
To more approued feruice and defart. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle /VroV^andbe fore, 

I count my felfe in nothing elfe Co happy. 

As in a l'oule remembring my good.friends : . 
w And as my fortune ripens with thy loue. 

It fhall be ftill thy. true lou.es recompencc,- 
My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus feales it. 

North. How farre is it to Barkley, and what fturre 
Keepes good old Yorke therewith his men of Warrc ? 

H. P. Thcreftands the Cattle byyon tuft of trees, 
Mann’d with three hundred men, as I hauc heard; 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke, Barkley, and Seymor , 
None elfe of name and noble eflimation. 

Nor. Here come the Lords of Rojfe and Willoughby ,* 
Bloudy with fpurring,fierie red with hart. 

Bui. W elcome my Lords, I wot your loue purfues , 

* A bauiflit Traitour fall my treafurie 
Jsyetbut vnfclt thanks, which morcenricht. 

Shall be your loue and labours recompence. 

Rojfe. Your prefence makes vs rich, moft nobleLord, 
Wil. And farrefurmounts our labour toattaine it. 

Bull. Euermore thanks, the Exchequer of the poore, 
Which, till my infant fortune comes to yeares, 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes heere ? X 
Nor. 1 1 is my Lord of Barkeley, as I gueiTe, 

Barck. My Lord of Herford, my melfige is to you, 

Bui My Lord, my anfwere is to Lancafier, 

AftdJ am gome tofe.ckc that name inEngland, 
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And I muft find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark. Mirtake me not my Lord, t’is not my meeting 
To race one title of your honour out : 

To you my Lord I come, what Lord you will. 

From the moft glorious of this land, 

T he Duke of Yorke? to know what pricks you on. 

To take aduantage of the abfenttime. 

And fright our natiue peace with felfe-borne Amies? 

Bui. I fhall not need ttaniport my words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon : My nobleVnckle fyG 
Y orke. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 

Whole duety is deceiueable and falfe. 

Bui. My grac'ous Vnckle j 

' Yorke. Tut, tut, graceme no grace, nor Vncklemenc> ^ 
I am no traitours Vncklej and that word'Grace (Vnckle, 

In anvngracions mouth, is but prophane : 

Why hauethofe banifhtand forbidden legs 
Darde once to touch adurt of Englands ground ? 

But morethcn why ? Why haue they dardeto march 
So many miles vpon her peaceful! bofomc, 

Fryting herpale-facde'Villages with Warre, 

And ortentationofdefpifed Armes ? 

Comft thou becaufc th’annoynted King is hence? 

Why foolifh boy, the King is left behind, 

And in my loyall bofome lies his power : 

Were I but now Lord of liich hot youth, 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy f elfe. 

Itefcued the Blacke Prince that young of men. 

From foorth the rancks of many thoufands French, 

O then how quickly lliould this arme of mine, 

N ow prifoner to the Paulfey, chart tfe thee, Ufa* Ay 

And minifter correction to thy fault! 

Bui. My gracious Vnckle, let me know my fault, 

.'On what condition ftands it, and wherein l 
Yorke. Euen in condition of the worft degree, 

In grotfc rebellion, and detefted treafon : 

Thou art a banilht man, and heere art come, 
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